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If he had ne'er been born, his bones would not have lain there now; 
God grant it had been ſo, for he brought this land to ruin! 
Each Engliſhman may curſe his name, for he was their undoing. 


0 IN that North ifle lies a Lord, who died above a hundred years ago; j 
f In yon Eaſtern iſle, which points towards Minden's pidin, } 


Lies one who was S- , when George the Thir 


, He was once preſent at a battle fought in Germany, 


did reign ; 


And, firange to tell! he did not fight, nor did he run away. 


How oddly things are jumbled here! for cloſe unto his fide 

The noble Marquis of Granby lies, who was his country's pride; 

He fought the French, and conquer d—and all our focs made fly; 
} And laurels covered his bald pate, which Fame let fall {rom high. 


Here the fam'd Jemmy Twitcher lies, who was once an earl ; 

Of him much good we cannot ſay—there lies his favourite girl 
In a bottle and a w——e he plac'd his chief delight; 

At laſt to death he frighten'd was, on a rejoicing night. 


The next you ſee, is Sir H= P; upon my word tis true— 
And, once upon a time, he was Vice Admiral of the Blue : 


Gainſt Keppel, he ſtrange charges brought, but could not hurt his fame; 
At laſt, eat up with ſpleen and ſpite, he died for very ſhame. 


Here the brave Keppel lies, Britannia's darling ſon; 

Many a time he beat the French, and bang'd the Spaniſh Don; 
& Our merchantmen he did protect, by all it is confeſt, 
N And made the Monſicurs in the dark retreat back into Breſt, 


Here lies a General brave, who to America was ſent ; 
J To kill and ſlay the Vankies all, no doubt was his intent; 
In that, ſomehow he fail d, they ſay, but how it came about, 
Unleſs we with the devil deal, how ſhall we find it out? 


{ B. flies next to him, a General much in vogue-a 
Yet, with his army, all were priſoners made at Saratoga. 
He ſtrove to do the beſt he could, as molt people do fay, 

{ But fate and fortune to the brave don't always give the day. 


The next you ſee with laurels crown'd, upheld by mighty fame, 

Is Pitt, the great Earl of Chatham—a noble and a glorious name! 
When he the helm of ſtate did guide, we conquer d fur and near 
His like we ne'er ſhall fec again, alas! I much do fear. 


0 The 8 ſh Thane is next in view, who was an upſtart lend ; 
He on his bagpipe play d, and put the nation cut of tune; | 

n For his pride and folly oft 'twas thought he would loſe his head, 
p But, to the grief of Engliſhmen, at laſt he died in bed. 

i 

} 


In yon iſle that points to Mansfield town, lies a great Limb of the Law, 
It you get under his clutches, you may as well be under the devil's claw, 
Of quirks and quibbles he had ſuch a terrible fight, 

By logic he at any time could proye that black was white, 


Here lies Lord Camden, who was Chancellot without doubt, 
But being too honeſt for the C ; was turned out; 

He was à Patriot true, and of moſt excellent parts; 

By honour and juſtice alone he won the people's hearts. 


5 Here lies John Wilkes, a man of wit, as is by many hinted, 

A Who at each miniſter's wicked ways frequently he ſquinted 
N A Patriot and Alderman, and once he was Lord Mayor 

No more he ſquints, or puns, or jokes, but quietly lies here. 


- i The laſt of aLt, here Garrick lies, the Monarch of the Stage. 
A Who various ways could charm the heart, with mirth, & grief, & rage, 
* Hie g nal exit he has made —his pleaſing art is o er; 
| And now I've ſhewn you all I can—why I can ſhew no more. 


